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Fourth of the Series of Sunday Times Stories Beatrice Fairfax

jThe Adventure of
The Stone God

WONDER what would have been
Donald Jordan's fate It HowardI' Barnes, our city editor, had not

'noticed an Inconspicuous Item In an
xMiange? r wonder what would have

the end ot Dorothy McRay'a lovo
story If James Burton, reporter, had
fallod to make good, pn the seemingly
almple, but really very difficult, asslgn- -

Before I tell yon the strango story or
"The Stone God," I want to explain a
newspaper custom that Is everywhere

PEach morning the city editor of every
newspaper goes over dozens of oxchnnges
looking for suggestions. He blue-penci-

those which seem to him to, offer prom-lsa-

a story and bases assignments on

To 'me the story I am going to tell
you'scema to be tho love tale of Dor-
othy McRay. Jimmy calls It the "yn-geant- fe

of Buddha"-n- nd tho city
headed his story "British army officer
meets violent death.'

It depends on whether you think love
or, myatcry or the passion for

he greatest element In tho
strangetale which began whrfn this
letter, was brought to mc at the closo
of my day's work. ,

Dear Miss Fairfax:
Mv father has quarreled wllh the man

I love. Would It be right to elope?
Could Vou come and talk with m7

DOROTHY MqRAY,
220 Pclhnm road.

New York City.
This letter came In at the psycho-

logical moment when It was bound to
claim attention.

I was ready to clone up my desk for
tho evening when Jimmy Barton camo
Into the office looking puzzled and dis-
couraged. His usually fluent .type-
writer gavo a click or two and then
stopped.

So I decided on a little homo mis-
sionary work and Invited Mr. Barton to
come home with me for dinner. Just
ns we wero leaving, tho letter of which
I have told you came. I picked It up
carelessly enough, glanced at It, and
put It In my pocket.

It 'dropped to tho floor Just when
Jimmy and I were finishing dinner In
a a ulet corner of thn English urrlll.

Jimmy picked It up and frowned at
the square, heavy English writing.
"Looks more like a love letter than a
letter about lovo," he complained.

I read It Idly and started to put it
oacK in my pocKet. 11 aeemea an or
dlnary enough case and I hate to In
torfere between parents and children.

"It Is a lovo letter and you're most
Impolite toaccept 'attentions from one
man and carry on a correspondence
with another at the same time." said
Jimmy In a tone I knew was meant
to parody my attitude.

I was not In tho mood for banter.
so. X, shoved the letter across the table.
Jlmmle read It eagerly he reread It

then he leaned across the table
and spoke In a queer, breathless voice.

"Fate .seams . to be writing anotherstory for us to work out In collabora-
tion. Ming Beatrice ... 220 Pelham
road ... It looks to me as If we
were on tne tracK or something big.
Have you fifteen minutes to spare?
I'd like to tell you what looks to me
like a part of this girl's story. Willyou llsten7"

"In our own language, Mrs. Barton.
I'm tho best little listener In this neigh-
borhood." I laughed lightly.

But for flvo strenuous hours after
that I did not laugh again.

Here Is Jimmy's story Just as he told
It to me with as much of Jimmy's pic-
turesque and vital slang as a mere
woman can remember. "Barno handed
me a jolt this morning when he gave
me what looked like a baby assignment
for a 125 a week cub reporter. Hero's
the clipping he had bluo-pencll- for
me to follow."

Jimmy handed me a crumpled clipping,
theihead of which read:

it "Indian Prince from Blltmorc.
RJo All Jalbel Arrives at Calcutta."
Through tho smaller type of tho Item

belqw this head was a blue line and pen-
ciled across It In Barnes' scrawl "Inter-
view this fellow."

"Looks like a fine assignment, doesn't
It?" erinned Jimmy. "Well, this Is
what It led to. I had a shave and a
shin to doll up and get into the Btlt-mo'- re

class, and then 1 marched over to
the hotel. The clerk was polite enough,
but he Informed me after he'd gotten h's
calj-dow- n over the telephone, that All
Jalbel, Rajo or Calcutta, was not giving
Interviews.

"I stood at that desk and did some
heavy thinking. If this chap didn't
want to give Interviews all the more
icason J. Barton wanted to Interview
htm. While I was thinking up a way
Dame Fate played into by hands.
Alomr comes a stralcht-halre- d. dark
complexloned boy who had the map of
Ka.it India all over his Broadway
clothes.

"He got by when I couldn't, for
after his majesty Alt Jalbel got word
over the phone of his last visitor Mis-
ter Clerk rings a bell and a page
comos along to escart this East Indian
chap up to All's apartment.

''Need I tetl you that little Jimmy
trails right along and peeks around a
corner of the corridor when the pago
takes tho honored gucit to the door
of apartment No. 31?

"That Bast Indian plays right Into
my hands like a bush leaguer. What
did he do but forget to tip the boyt
What docs Jimmy do but hand tho boy
u dollar bill! What does tho boy do
but lead Jimmy as per request, straight
into apanmem ai, wnicn was consid-
erate enough to be next door and
empty?

"Now, Miss Beatrice, 1 ask you to pic
turo friend Jimmy standing on a little
table and peeping through a big tran-no-

I know you don't approve of eaves-
dropping, but until you revolutionize the
whole newspaper game I guess big
ntoiies will continue to be 'overheard.'

"Pretty soon In comes a chap I take
to bo our friend All, all dressed up In
the robes I know go with the priests of
Buddha. The stranger makes a deep
salaam and All graciously bids htm rise.
Then the priest asks a question and the
caller replies.

"I was not quite positive of what I
heard but now It connects up. It was
'220 Pelham Road.' Does that Interest
you. Miss Fairfax?"

I looked at Dorothy McRay's letter
lying on mo taoie uetween us. tm l'ei-ha- m

road seemed suddenly fraught with
mystery and strange portent.

"My story seems to Interest you."
said Jimmy, smilingly. "Want to hear tne
next chapter? Well, we left
Jimmy on the table peering through the
transom. The stranger I had followed
to All's apartment talked a good rieai
louder than the priest, so I got what he

ald. The next bit at repartee which
enwe my way was: 'Each night he takes
it from the vault and looks at it. With
my eyes I have seen It.'

"Miss Fairfax, I had a sudden feel-Jn- g

that whatever 'It' wan I wnnted
to see It, too. There's something mys-
terious and magical sounding about
thou "Eajit Indian chani that Just
about hypnotizes n fellow. And that
stranger saiaamea so

(Copyright, 1111, by the Star Company).

NEW WORK FOR HUMANITY
Dear Readers of The Washington Times:

At the suggestion of a wise man I have begun a new kind
of work. For years 1 have written "Advice to the Lovelorn"
for the newspapers. 1 have answered questions of men and
women concerning the affairs of their hearts.

Now I am going to do something more exciting than that.
With the help of Miss Grace Darling 1 am going to take some
of the most important episodes that come to me through the
letters from the millions of readers of "Advice to the Love-

lorn," make stories of them for The Washington Times, and
Miss Darling and Basil Dickey will turn them into scenarios for
motion pictures.

They will be produced as stories in The Times every Sun-

day, and during the week following the motion pictures will
show the acting of the story.

It is so exciting to think of having your thoughts changed
into actual moving human beings appearing before the public
on the screen.

In my work in collaboration with Miss Darling in the mo-

tion pictures 1 shall try to give good advice, working as always
with my one great motto, "Love makes the world go round."

BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

ruby from the forehead or Buddha or
come little trinket like that!"

Neither Jimmy nor I could possibly
have Imagined how much more "it"
stood for to those Buddhist priests
than would even a priceless pigeon
blood ruby from the forehead of an
Idol have meant.

"At the very end only, Rajo All
spoke loud enough for mo to hear. It
was only one word but that one word
was: 'Tonight.'"

Some plot with Its focal point at
the address from which Dorothy Mc-
Ray had written me was to be carried
out that night. Tho East had come
across the seas 4n pursuit of some-
thing the West must yield.

Jimmy and I looked nt each other,
and thought leaped like an electric
spark across the charged air which
lay between us.

"Tonight! I wanted to go there any-
way to try to help Dorothy McRay,"
I said.

The Empty House.
"And I've got to go there now that

I'm sure of the address which I didn't
quite get, but which your letter gives
mc," said Jimmy. "I "e Just one more
useful bit of datum. Miss Beatrice. You

ee, I followed that Indian after he
left.thc RaJo'n room at tho hotel.

"And he led me to a cross street,
where he vanished Into an empty-lookin- g

place wlth a big "For Sale"
sign across the front of It.......voi.itiAi numoer an rignt anqi father loved and all faith of the Kant tne tho secret comblna- -
now, with the number you
think we're on our way to our
frlond All's number. What do you
think about It?"

Wo wasted no more time In Imagin-
ing what we were going to get but set
out at once to get It.

Pelham road No. 220, was a pretty
suburban cottago set well back from
the street In grounds which had been
laid out by a clever landscape gard-
ener, whose art made the sloping lawns,
set with tiny bushes and hedges of
shrubbery and sunken gardens, seem al-
most like a tiny park.

The McRay cottage was exactly tho
sort of place In which nothing more
exciting than the dally S o'clock tea
should find setting. But we

In taxi ivhlehthn need I

haste had made us feel we must take
wild screams rent the air. and tho first
to greet us as we started path
was a uniformed policeman, who turned
Into the gate Just ahead of us.

Without stopping to analyze my feel-
ing, I rushed the path after Jimmy
and the policeman. The door of the cot-
tage stood open. We entered the broad
hail and followed the of the
screams Into a room which was a
Hh.firv In .v.rv rtf (t.. n...!

cases of the ' J."8-.- 1 may be to prove
from floor to ceiling. a

The windows were closed and
curtains drawn. The air was al-

most stifling. And In one corner of the
room a strange was huddled.

On floor lay the body of a military
looking man of between fifty and sixty.
His face was set in an ugly sneer
portrayed utter hatred and something of
terror.

Above the body stood nn erect, good-lookin- g

chap In whose hand was a blood-
stained knife. A maid stood shrinking
back asalnst a table screamlnc at Inter- -

Lvals with an almost automatic effort
The omcer seized tne man who heia

the knife, and silenced him when ha
made an effort to speak.

A Terrible Scene.
Then he turned to another girl who

was lurking far back In tho shadows
I had not noticed her. She was a

remarkably pretty girl of the flowerlike
English type. But her face had a
of horror and suffering such I have
never before beheld on that of any hu-
man creature.

I knew Instinctively that this must be
Dorothy McRay, and that the man who
lay dead at her feet was her father. But
who the handsome young fellow
from whose nerveless hand the officer
had taken the blood-staine- d knife?

The nollceman sDoke to the Klrl. "Do
you know who this fellow Ik? Can

thing any motive wny ne u want
to kill your father?"

The girl looked her questioner for a
moment and then turned eyes of anguish
and reproach his prisoner. She open-
ed her lips to speak, and then stumbled
back and fell fainting In my arms. I
had seen her need and had hurried to
her side Just In time to her.

We laid the fainting girl on a
and the tnald silenced her screaming In
order to meet the need of helping me re-

vive her mistress.
Jimmy stood back In the shadows

eagerly contemplating some train of
thought on which his active was
started.

"As soon as the girl Is a little bet-
ter, you'd better como along with me,
Miss Fairfax," said

"Wait!" I cried impatiently.
"It'll be too Into nfter a while," said

.Tlmmv but I thounht he was speaking
In nnswer to something tho officer had
said Hither than to me.

At our errorts were rewaraoa.
and tho girl stared at mo with that
strange, blurred expression peoplo ofton
have they come suddenly from
the world of unconsciousness.

"I am Beatrice Fairfax, dear. I came
In answer to your letter. I want to
help you. Do you believe In me? 1 want
nothing In all this world so much now
as Just to help you."

"Bentrlco Fairfax you want to help
me." muttored the gfrl vaguely.

"Tho maid can take care of her now,
Miss Beatrice I you'll be most
help If you come along with me," said
Jimmy.

ine gin openea ner eyes suuucniy
Innrl ntiiriieri me. Suddenly the flood- -

rssnectfullv rates of n new necessity onened. Dor--
Then he spoke of 'If that all I othy McRay felt that she must tell). ), ivi n "in Mnl'l ''if .it

"Please don't go-w- ait until I tell
you," cried "I'll tell you every-
thing; please wait."

"Ten minutes," muttered Jimmy Inmy ear. "I'll glvo you ten minutes
with this cheerful young person."

He said It grudgingly. He thought
we were wasting precious time but if

had not heard Dorothy McRay'sstory none what wo aftnrwurd
on our strange night Journey could
have meant enough to us to save thegirl from a horrible doom.

This was Dorothy's story. Sho loved
Donald Jordan, the man whom thepoliceman had placed under arrest. Herfather had felt a strange animosity to-
ward tho young lawyer.

That day he had come upon Donnld
and Dorothy and had fair! ytorn Msdaughter'out of the anna of the man
she loved.

Then ho had ordered Donald out of
tho house. The younger man replied
angrily, and the two almost came to
blows. Finally Donald had raised his
hand In fury and had shouted wildly:
"I'll marry her and heaven help you
If you stand in my way."

What wonder that Dorothy McRay
suffered tortures of horror when shefound her beloved standing, knife In
hand, over her father's dead body!
Jimmy and I glanced at each other

I sat on the couch h M nn.i
held her popr little cold hand while

sobbed out the tragedy that
torturing ner so.
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only circumstantial evidence,
perhaps he didn't do It," I said
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to my room.
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tne paper a long time tlrst
I'm glad I wrote you will

help me, won't you, Mies Fairfax? I
can't bear It alone. Father and
now Don a murderer. It's too awful."

Then, suddenly Jimmy stepped for-
warddebonair, smiling Jimmy, whose
friendly grin caught the attention even
of this frightened girl.

"One question more, Miss McRay.
How does Jordan happen to be here?
If you can give us a good reason for
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he isn t murderer.
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turned and stared at Jimmy. He
seemed to be promising a good deal
more than thero was any logical rea-
son to suppose he could perform. But
Dorothy McRay smiled back at him
through her tears and finished her story
almost hopefully.

"Just after I had mailed my letter to
Miss Fairfax the phone rang. I was
right down In the hall, so I answered It.
It was Don. Ho told me Father never
would consent to our marriage, but that
once we were married there was noth-
ing he could do It.

They Plan to Elope.
Don begged me to elope with him, and
decided to do It this very evening

while my courage held out. I had my
suitcase all packed and tho night lock
on the door thrown off, so Don could
come In and get me."

"So, how he hnppcnded to be
In the house tonight. He came for you

not to harm your father," said Jimmy.
It was forlorn enough hope we were

pursuing this theory that tho empty
house Into which Indian had van-
ished that afternoon was a meeting

for some of his sect! We
nctlnir on the belief that tho half-hear- d

address he whispered to thc prince had.
inaeea Deen no. an I'einam road,

And above all thero was tho wildly
desperate supposition that Prince All

of Calcutta, and Christopher Mc-na- v.

erstwhile officer In the Enellsh
army, had met before, ond that their
lives were in some strange way inter-
woven.

Now must ask my readers to
come back with me and listen to story
which came to us later on from strango
sources.

If Jimmy had followed the mysterious
stranger who had been admitted to AH'?
presence Into that gloomy
which we were bound. It Is Just posslblo
that the story I write might far dif-
ferent.

The East Indian hurried up to an un-
furnished room on the floor of which a
group of his compatriots were nltting
smoking and quietly discussing the plans
to which the unswerving patience of
their pitiless faith had bound them.

This was their watchword: "Buddha
will be avenged tonight. What Shar.i
All, Itajo Jalbel or uaicutia, seeKs snail
be ours again. Buddha will be avenged."

A Strange Existence.
Twenty-flv- o years beforo a young of-

ficer of the British army In India mar-
ried a beautiful young girl who came out
from home to be his bride.

There was nothing In all the wodd
he was not ready to win for her and
lav ns tribute at her feet.

The girl life In the little sta-
tion where her young husband was In
command of a troop of cavalry hum-
drum enough except ns she interested
herself !n all the strange phases of
Enst Indian life.

One day the captain took her
to view the Inside of a little ttone
temnle which excited her curiosity. It
was a stone-walle- d room with a stone
sin ('" ri- - i "I' n"r i
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squat flguro about ten Inches tilKli. It
was nn Image of Kuddlin carved out
of flnwliv black marble.

Tlu captain's younk' bililf glowed wllh
pleasure when ner eyes leu on me ev
qulsltcly carved figure. It became tho levers them. Then ho

of her heart mid ne bowd h(r' out toward the where All.
husband to It for At once tho avcnucr. was crouched. Hut hi
he determined to ct It I hands the Buddha was

There wus prleJ kneeling hidden away,
before the altar. , The captain offered Reforo he could close tho oilier doors.
nim u muiicj; it u, imj
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ler
tears ho determined that what could
not be purchased could be taken: but

he would mnke one more effort
to buy thc Idol. That night he visited
the Mono temple again. It lay In
grim shndow lighted only by drip-
ping candled. same priest
was tending the altar.

The Climax.
The captnln entered and went to his

side. But now linger met the demands
of the "cursed Englishman." who even
In conquest weemed nn alien to the
East Indian. The priest was young
and d, He drew a knife
and threatened tho rantaln.

Then tho young Eng-
lishman tore his revolver from ICb
holster In self-defen- se and In at
tempting to strike the knife from the
priest's hand he brought down the
heavy butt on the Indian's head. The
priest fell senseless before the altar
or uuddha.

For a moment frlicht held the Eng
llhhman chained to the spot. Then
the knowledge of ho had offend
ed the priest casto terrified him for a
moment and he started to make his
escape, uut there was a dare-dev- il

streak In his blood.
He had offended and to no uurnose

His bride's happiness was no nearer.
Her desire was still unfulfilled and
her husband. In striking one Brahmin
before the altar of his gods, had won
tne natrea or tno wonie iiranmincaste.

The young captain stooped over the
senseless body of tho Driest and seized
the squat black figure of Buddha. In
tne riicKering light he almost rancied
that It looked at him with an evil
grin.

The young English captain sped homo
to his bride with the stolen Idol. He
had given his beloved what she desired

that was t..e end of tho story, he
thought.

Silence In the Temple of Buddha. And
then perhaps It was. a vision of tho
young priest's distorted mind, perhaps
tho mystery of tho East holds some
strange possibilities which wo of the
West can never understand but sud-
denly a queer radiance lit tho emptv
altar, and lol Buddha himself stoodupon It and then stepped slowly to theground.

He lifted the knife which had fallen
from the young priest's nerveless hand
and held It out to his votary. Slowly thu
Brahmin raised his head, took the knifo,
and then the vision of Buddha faded
rrom his eyes.

But tho young priest knew his duty-Bud- dha

must be avenged. The god had
given his command.

If Jimmy Barton had stood out- -
siae or tne nouso to winch he had fol
lowed the mysterious East Indian he
would have beard the story of tho theft
ot Buddha told by the young priest him-
self.

For All Jalbel. Ralo of Calcutta, was
.the priest, and Christopher McRay tho
ungusnman on whom mmcina nad com-
manded him to take vengeance.

When Jimmy and I found the de-
serted house where, Just afternoon
All had told his followers tho story, It
stood silent and forbidding.

Wo found tho door open. Quietly wo
crept In through the dark entrance hall.
Jimmy led tho way up a narrow flight
of stairs. Beneath one door we saw a
betraying crack of light. That must
be the meeting place ot the East In-
dians.

A voice of slow musical cadence tho
voice of the East wns speaking. From
the heart of the Jungle, where tho tlrst
chapter wns written, twenty-flv- o years
before, to the heart of Western Clvlll-satlo- n

the jecond chapter of the story
ot the Stone God's vengcanco carried
us. Here It Is:

Early thnt evening All and Mahmud,
the teller of the tale, had gone In a
motor cab to a house far out In the
suburbs. All's knlfo had mado an orifice
between the windows and the frame.
And All himseir had pushed open
the window and entered the house of

At one side of the there was a
great vault. Tho man for whom they
wore uniting from lievnnd the
Inner doors. He reached up and pushed

the which held
came room
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"Do vou remember me'" nsked All.
(J.'isplng In agony. McRay looked at

his cnemv.
Christopher McRay knew the East.

He had never forgotten that he was n
man mnrlted out from his fellows. Ho
hnd left India and the service when his
child was born, and hnd come to tne
West.

And now Buddha's vengeance was
completed Chrlstonhcr McRay knew
that death was upon him. For this hi
had wnlted through long years. It had
given him a horror of being alone, and
because of he had been unwilling
let Dorothy marry.

Because of his haunting fear his
tribute to dead love-- he had denied Dor-
othy love. Some of tho fear and
terror the man felt- - had been evident to
Mahmud waiting outside for his master,
All.

Danger for thc Hiders.
"Tho dog of nn Englishman Infidel

and unbeliever that he was. one could
sec on his face that he had known thnt
the fear of Buddha had come down the
yours with him." sneered Jlnhmud.

I shivered a little there In tho back
hnllwny. I wondered what treatment
Mahmud would mete out to us, Infidels
and unbelievers, too, If ho were to find
us llstenlmr to the secret conclave of
his people!

Jimmy's hand Bought and found mine
In the darkness. I clung it for a mo-
ment. It gave mo warmth and comfort.

The Indian Mnhmud spoke ngnln, and
nt tho bitterness of his tone I crept
closer to the door.

"But Buddhn whero Is Buddha?"
cried the other Indians.

"You do not nsk 'Where Is All Jalbel?'
Do you forget your master? It wns ho
who went In senrch tho god," said
Mnhmud, nnd his smllo becamo more
evil.

"Where, then. Is All Jnlbel? " As tho
Indians moaned the words they sounded
llko a chant a dirge of evil.

Where Was AH Joibcl?
There was a moment of breathless

stillness while waited for the answer.
Where woa All Jnlbel? Perhaps even
now he was creeping up through tho
dark house with the figure of the Stono
nod held above htm as a talisman. Who
knew what his fanaticdt belief might
not make him do? And I realized, thnt
Jlmmv nnd I were the onlv witnesses
who could provo that Donald Jordnn
was not n murdorer that even If Dor
othy nad lost a father she had not bv
hideous stroko of crtieitv a lover,
too. since thnt lover wns her father's
murderer and branded with the mark
of Cain.

"Where, then. Is All Jnlbel?" anoko
Mahmud bltterlv. "Remember that I
stood outside the window, helpless to
Interfere, ind thnt wnnt came to pass

I happened quickly. He spurned the dy
ing man with his toot nnd opened tne
doors of the vault first the outer ones.
Then he swunH open the Inner oner. 1
looked and there on an nltar stood
Buddhn. Even that cursed Englishman
must bulla an nltar to Buddha!

"And then, in a flash, as ho pulled
onon wide those Inner doors. I saw n
heavv service revolver such ns the, dogs
of English use It was caught back
upon the framework on the altnr wnero
Buddha stood. When tho doors were
opened wide a wlro fastened to It would
pull back tho trigger. I screamed, but
It wm too late. Our muattr All fell
dead."

Thero was n moment of silence.
And then a shout went up. "But

Buddhn! Our God! Is still In tho keep-
ing of those accursed English. Tlioro Is
a dnugnter. Buddha must be nvenged.

Buddha, was still In tho possession ot
Dorothy McRay and the Indians did
not propose that their god should be

his enemy the house ot the desecnator kept longer from the altars his coun- - they
n TMnMh-- 'r -- Itsr "' 1'm'- - Mrn. I o"M n ' -

Dorothy at once and bear her n worn-In- g,

her life Itself might be forfeited.
Jimmy voiced my thoughts: "We've

got to make u quick getnway. Miss Fair-
fax. Thnt girl n soul to protect
her. Hor father Is dend and the chap
she wanted to marry can't do much to
protect her, for thc police have him. Wc
must get out of here before they hatch
up a'ny more mischief."

Yes. Wo have nil the evidence wo
need to save Donnld Jordan, and the
point Ik to save the witnesses for the d- -
lensc, said

Hut we wero reckoning without our
host, which Is n way human fairy god-

mothers and 'godfathers have.
As we turned wc beheld n menactlng

consc- - at 01 u.o si re.
to there for and

fell. It ns If
and

to And of
In tinl IWrlOn?

It to

living

to

of

I

a
ir.

of
p. r--i

1.

Mr.

I thnlieht so bin I trlioss these East
Indian chap1! have got us bewitched,
Miss Beatrice. We're mnklng up a lit-
tle magic for ourselves. If there'd been
anybody there he'd be there but he
len't. fa ho wnsn't," finished Jimmy,
cntegorlcnlly.

80 wo stood nt thc door another min-
ute a fntnl minute.

The white robed figure wc bad fancied
we saw nt the top of the otairwny hnd
been no flcmcnt of our ovemtlmulnted
Imaginations. It hnd been another of
the Buddhist priests another of those
sworn to vengeance on tho unbelievers.

A Signal Given.
As we found later, he went down tho

stairway agnln on noiseless felt-sho- d

feet. And then on so modern an In-

strument ns n stenm pipe he wrapped
out n slgnnl from the lower floor to
the council in the upper room.

Jimmy nnd I delayed no more than
ten seconds nfter wc saw our "ghostly"
vlsltnnt. But those ten seconds wero
dangerous nnd n moment later wc felt
thnt they had been fatal to the .happi-
ness of Donald Jordan and Dorothy
McRny.

For suddenly the door nt which wo
were kneeling burst open. Jimmy tum-
bled forward Into the room, for his
hand hnd been upon thc doorknob and
tho force with which the door was
opened Jerked him Into It.

Jimmy, I knew, could take care of
himself, but what of the lonely girl
out on Pelham road the girl who had
lost protection and love and faith that
Tery night?

I turned and ran In a crouching posi-
tion which hid me from the group In
the room. Then 1 straightened up and
ran quickly down. The front door was
open,

I reached tho foot of the stairs nnd
the checkered pattern of the moonlight
on the street outside seemed flickering
n sign of welcomo to mc.

And Just as I stepped to the threshold
nnd safety strong arms muffled me.
Tho man who had found us at the
keyhole had betrayed us to tho enemy
nnd was preventing me from flight. He
drngged me up tho stnlrs ngnln nnd
thrust mo roughly Into the room. The
Indians wore sitting In n circle ns If
for some council ceremonial.

Jimmy stood nt ono side of the room.
Ono gns Jot flickered In the darkness.
The room wns quite bare and soemed
strangely cut off from tho world. It
had ono window nnd the door by which
I had entered. It seemed remote from
nil modern civilization a part of tho

The swarthy Buddlsts sat In a clrclo
and talked a Btrnnge Jargon a dlnloct
which seemed formless and wordless to
me. I knew Jimmy was master of many
lnnguages.

"Do you understand?" I muttered.
Jlmmv shook his head. "No. I got

my collego degree on Insufficient evi-

dence." naid he.
"Silence!" commanded ono of the In-

dians, angrily.
The Indian Speaks.

r?enrCsnforr &xV2$x AWiS
wQhadfoveSrcofmro ".Jv'otSan?tta

Mahmud held up his hand for silence
nnd turned to me with a courtly defer-
ence thnt I knew was the elaborate
sarcasm of tho Enst which, when It
nppenrs most servile, Is often most
trlumphaantly masterful. "You shall
hear our decision, mndam, slnee our
nf fairs Interest you so much."

"Don't tell us anything you don't
want us to know"

eagerly.
Mahmud bowed sprendlng out

hlH palms in sneering Imitation of a
salaam. "You shall know but your
knowldge shnll not harm us," said he.

Jimmy's eyes found mine I knew
were trying convey mo

of what avail were warmth and com
fort? Dorothy McRay needed us and,
we were not free to go to her. I did
not guess that the Indians were men

more than our freedom our
very lives.

"Listen, American man, and listen,too, white memsahlb, since your men
admit women to their council flres."
said Mahmud. "Shara All Jalbel, Rajo
of Calcutta, gave his life for a
cause It shall not be In vain. Do
you understand?"

"No," said Jimmy, "'.ay your card
on the table. Talk English. No diplo-
matic palaver-t-ell us Just what you in-
tend."

"It shall be as you wish." said Mah-
mud. "All died for Buddhn. Twenty-fiv- e

years of his life he gave to plan-
ning how he should save Buddha fromtho Infidels an Encllihman hm died
anil his life paid for the sacrilege of hta
heft. That Is not enough.

All died. too. He must bo avonged
and Buddha must be returned to thestone altar which waits for Its god.
The dead Englishman reneheil nut from

I beyond thc grave to kill All. All shall
i u"i ueyona tne grave his turn.
"We go to take the Buddha and tho

llfo of Sahib McRay's daughter. Tha
little whlto memsahlb shall die. Now
Is it clear? Now do you sco the card
on the table?"

Jimmy leaped toward the sneerlnf
Enst Indian. "Before heaven, vou can't
do a thin like that thin Isn't Calcutta;
It isn't vour underground caste-ridde- n

India. It's Ameilca. There's such athing as law and order. McRay's dead
and All's dead.

"All right-th- at evens things up.
"We'll go out there with you and get
the Buddha. Thc girl has no right to
it. She'll return It and they ne:d tia
right away as witnesses to prove that
nn innocent man didn't kill her father.
I've got a a taxi outside: come along."

Tho East Indian smiled at Jlmmy'a
Jaunty masterfulness.

'You and your memsahlb will nover
ride. In a taxi again!"

"Will you lei the white memsahlb
speak?" I asked.

"Speak before, you die!" said Mah-
mud in a voice which even then In
that moment of doom I fell no placa
anywhere In the world except In a
comic opera with a libretto by Ocorga
Ade.

A great deal depended on that per-
mission. If Mahmud had refused, I
wonder what would have become of
us. For If I was permitted to
I had thouRht of a way that nosslblr
might save us. I hacked over toward
the open window and leaned against
It as if I were collapsing and needed
the suDDort of a slttlnir nostura
against the window sill.

And as I spoke I waved my hand
cautiously behind me. Perhaps thero
was a policeman near perhaps our
taxi driver had lingered and would
see the signal.

A Fanatic Pica.
Steadily and quietly I waved my

hand, and frantically 1 made my plea;
"It Isn't fair to take him. He only
came to help me, I am thc helper of
all those who love. The man whose
life your god demanded was cruel to
his daughter he would not let hermarry her beloved he hated them
both. Do you see?

"Now, If you kill the girl and let the
boy die for the father's death you will
only be carrying out the wishes of the
man who defiled your god. Do you want
to do that?"

I had struck the right note. My
words made an Impression on the al

Easterners. Perhaps they llksd
the Idea of a woman's daring to speak,
to them but' I think It was their hatred ..
of Chrlstouher McRay which made
tnem unwilling to ao anyining wnicn
might havo pleased him in life.

At last they decided to carry us Into
an inner room, and leave Mahmud 'o
guard us while they conferred and de-
cided how to dispose of us.

I tin not know whether or no they
would have shown mercy. Mahmud
stood at the door, a cold, Inplacable fig-

ure. He held a gun weapon of tho
young Western civilization leveled at
Jimmy. My first signals for help sj
cautiously given had failed now Jim-
my's eyes, as they caught mine, flash-
ed a signal as clear as If he had
spoken. That signal said: "Wo must
take this fellow oft his guard."

I turned to the window and brazenly
and openly I signaled to the pitiless
empty apace, where I knew all too well
no friend lurked In readiness to help us.

Mahmud sprang to the window to see
what hidden there
might be without. And In the same
moment Jimmy's Angers found the
throat or our sentinel ana tneir eieaay
pressure choked him Into Insensibility.

just oeyona tne aoor mere woio
dozens of Mahmud'a countrymen discus-
sing our fate. Perhaps they were in-

clined to mercy. We dare not wait to
see.

Quickly Jimmy tore tne rot)e ana rur- -
from Mahmud's body.hn of his caste

As quickly he dragged the unconscious
Indian to one side of the room and flung
on the robe ond turban, which seemed
suddenly to transform him out of all
semblance to tho Jimmy Barton of tha
Journal, whom I knew, and to turn him
Into a priest of Buddha! Then Jimmy
took the gun with which Mahmud had
threatened us and fired a shot.

The explosion brought the Indians
trooping to the doorway. Jimmy stood
with his smoking pistol leveled at uio
figure In the corner. The pantomime
wns clear to the Indians. Mahmud had
killed the American, nnd was taking
his woman. Respectfully enough they
stood nslde while Jimmy dragged me
from the room through the pnth to tha
freedom hlo strategem hnd crented.

A second later Jimmy had half-pulle- d,

half-carrie- d me down the stairway, nnd
Into the waiting taxi. We wero Just in
time, for the masquerado had been
discovered and Mnhmud was staggering
ahead of his followers who came to
bring us the sure doom our daring had

"220 Pelham Rood, " nhouled Jimmy
to our flying charioteer.

I rell line pari Ul n iimnwuatuin in
Vigorous revolution when wp drew up
ngnln at the gatoway of 220 Pelham
road.

As we come up the path leading lo the
house. I heard a vo.ee speaking with
quiet emphasis: "I'll have to arrest
vou. I'll havo to arrest you on a
charge of murder."

Donald Jordan, protesting vigorously
the while, was seized by n detective
who was leading him grimly nwny.

Jlmmv and I wero rushing up the
path to bear witness for the Innocent
voting Inwyer. Jlmmv wns an Incon-
gruous enough .figure, In his turban. and
tho robes which bellied nnd eddied
and gave eccentric visions of the trou-
sered legs benenth them.

Jlmmv Barton certainly i?ld not look
like a heaven-sen- t messenger; but I am
sure Dorothy McRay thought that ho
was when he cried out dramatically:
"The murderer of Mr. McRav Is In tha
vault "

Ho crossed over to tho heavy steel
door of tho great vault nnd threw it
open. Face downward on tne noor my

nut emiiieiiiv the terrible suggestion the robed figure of thn Buddhist nrlest
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j'I iruess there's no need for us any
more," said tho detective when Jimmy
hnd finished his story. "It's some bent
for your paper. Isn't It, Mr. Bnrton?
But I guess there aren't nny 'love-lor- n'

nround here needing Miss Fairfax now,"
The detective grinned In friendly wise.

I turned to where Donald Jordnn
stood holding Dorothy In his nrms, defy-
ing even death to cause her sorrow,
since Bhe had his love to protect htr.

, Watch for the novellsntlon of the
next eplNode, which will lie published
In next Snnda' Times.)

See this episode at the Hippodrome.,... t- - eth l-- 'l V. V. T.-- -


